RECOLLECTIONS
jh notes happened to be written at the time in tter to a friend:
e came down by a morning train to Guildford Station, e I was waiting for him. He was in his most mellow even humour. We walked in a leisurely way, and through dabout tracks, for some four hours along the ancient i road which you know, over the high grassy downs, old chalk pits picturesque with juniper and yew, across is and commons, and so up to our windy promontory, e the glorious prospect stirred him with lively delight.
know he is a fervent botanist, and every ten minutes tooped to look at this or that on the path. Unluckily i ignorant of the very rudiments of the matter, so his ithetic enthusiasms were lost upon me. f course he talked, and talked well. He admitted that he had added new points of view to life, but has a deep :e of his moral character; wondered how a man who I draw the sorrows of a deserted woman like Aurelia in elm Meistcr should yet have behaved so systematically
women. Goethe tried as hard as he could to be a Greek, liis failure to produce anything perfect in form except v lyrics proves the irresistible expansion of the modern ;, and the inadequateness of the Greek type to the modern 3 of activity and expression. Greatly prefers Schiller 1 respects; turning to him from Goethe is like going
the fresh air from a hothouse. Spoke of style; thinks smith unsurpassed; then Addison comes. Greatly dis-
the style of Junius and of Gibbon; indeed, thinks ily of the latter in all respects, except for his research, i alone of the work of that century stands the test of eenth-century criticism. If you want to know why loman Empire declined and fell, read Finlay. Did not * with me that George Sand's is the high-water mark rose, but yet could not name anybody higher, and tted that her prose stirs you like music. Seemed dis-1 to think that the most feasible solution to ,the Irish ersity question is a Catholic University, the restrictive obscurantist tendencies of which you may expect to haveblaze of living light,
